BANAIYAN TO THE SEA

Close by on a stone an owl sat blinking, and allowed a Badu
to creep up within thirty yards of it, seeming to know how
difficult a target it made, for the shot having missed, it
calmly perched itself within close range of another rifle, and
only took clumsily to wing when that shot also went wide.

My companions remarked the footmarks of asses an hour
later when we passed the six-fathom water-hole of Zurga,
the water supply of the well-to-do of Doha. Following the
beaten track at a sluggish pace, we saw in the distance a
large herd of camels grazing - sign that hereabouts were
probably the most favoured pastures in the neighbourhood.
Talib was sent ahead again to investigate, while my
companions talked hopefully of a milk dinner. Unrealised
hope-though Talib brought back a large clod of dates
from the single slave herdsman he had found in charge of
the Qatar camels. To me it seemed likely that he had
deprived the poor wretch of the bulk of his food supply -
the dates sufficed for the whole of my party that night - but
it is desert pride and desert law to give generously to-day
to the passing guest, and to-morrow to know hunger and
be without the. means of appeasing it.

It was a bleak, bitter evening; no stick of firewood
anywhere availed, only miserable fires of dung were
possible. Drizzling rain fell through the night, and I woke
to find my blankets drenched; so that to breakfast in the
dry I lay under my camp table. But it was to be my last
breakfast in the desert, and so whatever the conditions, they
could be supported cheerfully.

We were arriving. The Badawin moved forward at a
sharp pace, chanting the water chants. Our thirsty camels
pricked up their ears with eager knowingness. The last
sandhill was left behind. After the next undulation we saw
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